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Bewick  and  Graham. 


OLD  Graham  he  has  to  Carlifle  gone, 
Where  Sir   Robert  Bewick  there 
met  he, 

n  arms  to  the  wine  they  are  gone, 
And  drank  till  they  were  both  merry. 

31d  Graham,  he  took  up  the  cup, 
And  faid,  Brother  Bewick,  here's  to  thee, 

\nd  here's  to  our  two  fons  at  home. 
For  they  live  beft  in  our  <;ountry. 

:^ay,  were  thy  fon  as  good  as  mine. 
And  of  fome  books  he  could  i|pt  read, 

With  fword  and  buckler  by  his  fide. 
To  fee  how  he  could  fave  his  head ; 

fhey  might  have  been  caird  two  bold 
brethren, 

Wherever  they  do  go  or  ride,  [brethren, 
phey  might   have  been  caird  two  bold 
They  might  have  crackM  the  border  fide  y 


Thy  fon  is  bad,  he  is  but  a  lad, 
And  bully*  to  my  fon  cannot  be, 

I  put  him  to  fchool,  but  he  would  not  learn, 
I  bought  him  books,  but  he  would  nol 
read. 

But  my  blefsing  he  fliall  never  have. 
Till  I  fee  how  he  can  fave  his  head. 

Old  Graham  he  callM  for  an  account. 

And  he  afked  what  there  was  to  pay- 
There  he  paid  a  crown,  fo  it  went  round. 
Which  was  ail  for  wine  andhay,   i  ; 

Old  Graham  is  to  the  ftable  gone. 

Where  flood  thirty  good  fteeds  and  thredj 

He's  taken  his  own  ftead  by  the  head, 
And  home  rode  he  right  wantonly. 

When  he  came  there  he  did  efpy, 

A  loving  fight  to  fpy  or  fee. 
There  did  he  efpy  his  own  three  fons, 

Young  Chrifty   Graham  the  foremoft 
was  he. 

Where  have  you  been  all  day,  father. 
That  no  counfel  youMl  take  by  me  ? 

Nay,  I  have  been  at  Carlifle  town, 

Where  Sir  Robert  Bewick  there  met  me, 


*  Bully,  in  the  North  of  England,  meant  hrother^ 
friend^  av  Qompanion^ 


He  faid  thou  waft  bad,  and  call'd  tliee  a  !ad. 
And  a  baffled  man  by  thee  I  be : 

He  faid  thou  waft  bad^  and  called  thee  a  lad. 
And  bully  to  his  fon  cannot  be, 

yFor  his  fon  Bewick  can  both  write  &  read. 
And  fare  I  cannot  fay  that  of  thee. 

[  put  thee  to  fchool,  but  thou  wouldft  not 
learn  J  [not  read, 

I    I  bought  thee  books,  but  thou  wouldft 
But  my  blefsing  thou  lhalt  never  have. 
Till  with  Bewick  thou  caoft  fave  thy  head. 

!|0  !  pray  forbear,  my  father  dear, 
I  ^  That  ever  fuch  a  thing  fiiould  be, 
|Shall  I  venture  my  body  in  field  to  fight 
With  a  man  that's  faith  and  troth  to  me. 

What's  that  thou  fay^ft*,  thou  limmer  loon. 
Or  how  dare  you  (land  to  fpeak  to  me  ? 

If  thou  do  not  end  this  quarrel  foon, 
Here  is  my  glove — thou  fiialt  fight  me. 

Ghrifty  ftoop'd  low  unto  the  ground. 
Unto  the  ground,  as  you'il  underftand, 

O  father,  put  on  your  glove  again. 

The  wind  hath  blown  it  from  your  hand* 

What's  that  thou  fay'ft,  thou  limmer  loon. 
How  dare  you  ft  and  to  fpeak  to  me  ? 

If  you  do  not  end  this  quarrel  foon, 
Here  is  ray  hand,  thou  (halt  fight  me. 


Chrifty  Graham  is  to  his  chamber  gone,  ^jj 
And  for  to  ftudyj  as  well  might  be. 

Whether  to  fight  with  his  father  dear. 

Or  with  his  bully  Bewick  he.  |( 

If  it  be  my  fortune  my  bully  to  kill,  j 
As  you  Ihail  boldly  underftand, 

la  every  town  that  I  ride  through, 

They'll  fay,  there  rides  a  brotherlefs  man,  j 

Nay,  for  to  kill  my  brother  dear,  ^ 

I  think  it  were  a  deadly  fin  j 
And  for  to  kill  my  father  dear, 

The  biefsing  of  Heav'n  I  ne'er  fliall  win.  ]] 

O  give  me  your  biefsing,  father,  he  faid,  [] 
And  pray  well  for  me  then  to  thrive  I 

If  it  be  my  fortune  my  bully  to  kill, 

I  fwear  1  (hall  ne'er  come  home  alive.  !| 

He  put  on  his  back  a  good  old  jacket,  i 

And  on  his  head  a  cap  of  fteel  ;  : 

With  fword  and  buckler  by  his  fide,  |j 

And  O  h^  did  become  them  weel.  A 

O  fare  thee  well^  my  father  dear,  * 
And  fare  theo  well,  thou  Carlifle  town, 

If  it  be  my  fortune  my  bully  to  kill,  ] 
I  fwear  I'll  ne'er  eat  bread  again. 


Now  we  leave  off  talking  of  Chrifty  Graham  ] 
And  talk  of  them  again,  belive  j  ^ 
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But  we  will  talk  of  bonny  Bewick, 
Where  he  was  teaching  his  fcholars  five. 

JTow  when  he  had  learned  them  to  fence, 
To  handle  their  fwords,  without  any  doubt, 

3e*s  taken  his  fword  under  his  arm, 
And  walked  his  father's  clofe  about : 

He  looked  between  him  and  the  fun, 
To  fee  what  farlies  he  could  fee, 

knd  efpied  a  man  with  armour  on, 
As  he  came  riding  o'er  the  lea, 

;  wonder  much  what  man  yon  be, 
That  fo  boldly  this  way  doth  come  ; 

.  think  it  is  my  nigheft  friend, 
I  think  it  is  my  bully  Graham. 

0  welcome,  O  welcome,  my  bully  Graham, 
O  man,  thou  art  my  dear,  welcome, 

0  man,  thou  art  my  dear,  welcome. 
For  I  love  thee  beft  ia  Chriilendom. 

Away,  away,  O  bully  Bewick. 

And  of  thy  bullyfliip  let  me  be, 
The  day  is  come  that  I  ne'er  thought  on, 

l*m  hither  come  to  fight  with  thee, 

0  no,  nor  fo,  O  bully  Graham, 

That  e'er  fuch  a  word  Ihould  fpoken  be  ; 
li  was  thy  mailer,  and  thou  waft  my  fcholar. 

So  well  as  I  have  learned  thee. 


s 


My  father,  he  was  in  Carllfle  town,  ^  I 

Where  thy  father  Bewick  there  met  he :  L 

He  faid,  I  was  bad,  and  call'd  me  a  lad,  | 
And  a  baffled  man  bv  you  I  be,  1 

H 

Away,  away,  O  bully  Graham, 

And  of  that  talk,  man,  let  us  be  ;  i] 
We'll  take  three  men  on  either  iide. 

To  fee  if  we  can  our  fathers  agree. 
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Away,  away,  O  bully  Be wiek. 
And  of  thy  bullyftiip  let  me  be  ; 

But  if  thou  be  a  man,  as  I  trow  thou  art, 
Come  over  this  ditch,  and  fight  with  me. 

O  no,  not  fo,  my  bully  Graham,  i 
That  e*er  fuch  a  word  ftiould  fpoken  be,  ^ 

Shall  I  venture  my  body  in  field  to  fight 
With  a  man  thatV  faith  and  troth  to  me#^li 

Away,  away,  thou  bully  Bewick, 

And  of  care,  man,  let  us  be ; 
If  thou  be  a  man,  as  I  trow  thou  art^ 

Come  over  this  ditch,  and  fight  with  ma 

Now,  if  it  be  my  fortune  thee  Graham  to  kill 
As  God's  will,  man,  it  all  mud  be — 

If  it  be  my  fortune  thee  Graham  to  kill, 
'Tis  home  again  Til  never  gae.  jj 


Thou  art  then  of  my  mind,  bully  Bewick, 
And  fworn  brethren  we  will  be  j 


F  thou  be  a  man,  as  I  trow  thou  art, 
Come  over  this  ditch,  and  fight  with 
me. 

le  flang  his  cloak  from  off  his  fiioulders, 
His  pfalm-book  from  his  pouch  flang  he, 

le  clapp'd  his  hand  upon  the  hedge, 
And  o*er  lap  he  right  wantonly. 

Vhen  Graham  did  fee  his  bully  come, 
The  fait  tears  flood  long  in  his  e'e, 
low  needs  muft  I  fay^  thou  art  a  man, 
^  lhat  dare  venture  thy  body  to  fight 
with  me. 

Fay,  I  have  a  harnefs  on  my  back, 

I  know  that  thou  haft  none  on  thine  j 
Jut  as  little  as  thou  haft  on  thy  back, 
1  As  little  fliall  there  be  on  mine, 

ie  flang  his  jacket  from  off  his  back, 
His  cap  of  fl:eel  from  his  head  flang  he, 

ie's  taken  his  fpear  into  his  hand, 
He's  tied  his  horfe  unto  a  tree. 

Tow  they  fell  to  it  with  two  broad  fwords. 
For  two   long  hours  fought  Bewick 
and  he, 

duch  fweat  was  to  be  feen  on  them  both. 
But  never  a  drop  of  blood  to  fee. 


Now  Graham  gave  Bewick  an  awkward 
ftroke, 

An  awkward  ftroke  furely  ftruck  he, 
tie  ftruck  him  under  the  left  breaft, 

Then  down  to  the  ground  as  dead  fell  he- 

Arife,  arife,  O  bully  Bewick, 

Arife,  and  fpeak  three  words  to  me, 

Is  this  to  be  thy  deadly  wound, 

Or  God  and  good  furgeons  will  mend 
thee  ? 

^ 

O  horfe,  O  horfe,  O  bully  Graham, 

And  pray  do  get  thee  far  from  me,  l! 
Thy  fword  it  is  fharp,  it  hath  wounded  my 
heart, 

And  fo  no  farther  can  I  gae, 

O  horfe,  O  horfe,  O  bully  Graham, 
And  get  thee  far  from  me  with  fpeed, 

And  get  thee  out  of  this  country  quite. 
That  none  may  know  who's  done  the 
deed. 

Oh  !  if  this  be  true,  my  bully  dear. 
The  words  that  thou  doft  tell  to  me. 

The  vow  I  made,  and  the  vow  Til  keep, 
I  fwear  I'll  be  the  firft  to  die. 


Then  he  ftuck  his  fword  in  a  mould-hiU, 
And  he  leapt  thirty  good  feet  and  three. 
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irft  he  bequeathe  his  foul  to  God, 
i  And  upon  his  own  fword  leapt  he. 

•"ow  Graham  he  was  the  firft  that  died ; 
And  then  Sir  Robert  Bewick  came  to  fee j 
Tife,  arife,  O  fon,  he  faid, 
I  For  1  fee  thou^s  won  the  vidory. 

jather,  could  not  you  drink  your  wine  at 


I  home, 
'  And  letten  me  and  my  bully  be, 
!  ow  dig  a  grave  both  low  and  wide, 
i  And  in  it  us  two  pray  bury  ! 
ut  bury  my  bully  Graham  on  the  fun  lide, 
I  For  Vm  fure  he's  won  the  victory. 

"ow  we'll  leave  off  talking  of  ihefe  bold 
brethren. 

In  Carlifle  town,  where  they  were  flain, 
nd  talk  of  thefe  two  good  old  men, 
Where  they  were  making  a  pitiful  moan. 

.nd  now  up  fpake  Sir  Robert  Bewick, 
O  man,  was  I  not  much  to  blame, 

have  loft  one  of  the  livelieft  lads 
That  ever  was  bred  unto  my  name. 

Vith  that  up  fpake  ray  good  Laird  Giaham, 
\  O  man,  I've  lo^i  the  better  block, 
|ve  loft  my  comfort  and  my  joy, 
Tve  loft  my  key,  I've  loll  my  lock. 
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Had  I  gone  through  all  Lauderdale, 
And  forty  horfe  had  fet  on  me, 

Had  Chrifty  Graham  been  at  my  back. 
So  well  he  would  have  guarded  me. 

I  have  no  more  of  my  fong  to  fing,  ^ 

But  two  or  three  words  I  will  name- 
It  wiil  be  talk'd  in  Carlifle  town. 

That  thefe  two  men  were  all  the  blame^ 


